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carving a pie, and when he lifted the crust a whole flock of little birds flew out — " Whir-r-r-r ! " said the Rajah as they flew all over the room; how, one day, being surprised that an expected hani was not brought in to dinner, she went out and found it lying in the court, with all the native servants round it in a circle spitting at it; and how one day at the Cape she was told that a woman was bitten by a venomous snake, and going out, found her eating a toad as a remedy. One of Mrs. Thornton's stories, 'which I have often repeated since, is so curious as to deserve insertion here.
"M. de Sartines had been brought up by an old friend of his family who lived in Picardy. The chateau of his old friend was the home of his youth, and the only place where he felt sure that all his failings would be overlooked and all his fancies and wishes would be considered.
" While he was absent from Prance on diplomatic service, M. de Sartines heard with great grief that his old friend was dead. In losing him, he lost not only the friend who had been as a second father, but the only home which remained to him in France. He felt his loss very much — so much, indeed, that for many years he did not return to France at all, but spent his time of leave in travelling in Italy and elsewhere.
"Some years after, M. de Sartines, finding himself in Paris, received a letter from the nephew of his old friend, who had succeeded to the Picardy property. It was a very nice letter indeed, saying how much he and his wife wished to keep up old family ties and connections, and that though he was well aware that it would cost M. de Sartines much to revisit the chateau so tenderly connected with memories of the dead, still, if he could make that effort, no guest would be more affectionately welcomed,

